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The  Publisher  to  the  Reader 

THERE  are  vicissitudes  in  all  things  and  books 
are  not  exempt  from  fickle  fortune. 

When  I  discovered,  a  short  time  since,  that  at  least 
two  thirds  of  the  small  edition  of  these  early  verses 
had  for  ten  years  been  packed  away  and  in  danger  of 
utter  oblivion,  I  asked  the  Author  to  let  me  re-issue 
them. 

She  somewhat  reluctantly  consented,  truly  urging 
that  by  using  the  original  sheets  it  gave  her  no  oppor- 
tunity of  contradicting  certain  lines  or  of  correcting 
punctuation.  But  in  the  end  she  wisely  realized  that 
Youth  cannot  be  revised  or  Immaturity  polished  away; 
indeed,  why  make  any  apology  for  having  been  young, 
as  John  Masefield  says  somewhere. 

Doubtless  the  Author  has  made  strides  in  her  art 


since  1903;  in  the  "Lyrics"  of  1906  and  in  "The 
Red  Horizon"  now  on  the  eve  of  publication,  but 
certainly  the  work  should  not  be  suffered  to  perish  of 
an  Author  who  gained  the  recognition  and  called  forth 
the  instant  admiration  of  a  few  of  the  best  judges  of 
verse  of  the  time; — among  them  F.  W.  H.  Myers; 
Herbert  Trench;  Mrs.  Meynell,  and  Arthur  Ransome. 
Also  Francis  Thompson  who,  after  Mrs.  Meynell  had 
persuaded  him  to  read  "  Lyrics  "  said  "  Well !  there 's 
no  doubt  of  this — the  man's  a  poet ! " 

The  great  "S.  T.  C."  has  well  said  that  "all  good 
poetry  is  the  overflow  of  spontaneous  feeling  " — there 
is  little  doubt  that  the  saving  grace  of  these  juvenilia 
is  that  of  spontaneity  and  that  by  any  re-casting  that 
quality  would  vanish. 

A  well-known  critic,  summing  up  the  poetical  litera- 
ture of  the  year  1903  in  one  of  the  chief  London  news- 
papers, singled  out  three  tiny  volumes  that  to  him  made 
the  greatest  appeal.  In  each  case  he  found  the  appeal 
due  to  some  direct  personal  expression  to  the  use  of 
literature  not  as  a  cold  detached  medium,  but  as  a 
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revelation  of  some  intimate  and  individual  criticism 
of  life,  and  concerning  this  particular  volume  he  said, 
"  there  is  a  note  of  real  individual  power,  passionate 
longing  and  regret  glowing  against  a  background  of 
night  and  darkness." 

Little  remains  to  be  said  except  that  the  Author 
owns  a  literary  ancestry.  She  derives  (a  pun  is  not 
intended)  from  a  stock  that  in  the  mid-seventeenth 
century  produced  Sir  Thomas  Ryves  the  famous  jurist 
of  whom  witty  Doctor  Thomas  Fuller  speaks  in  his 
"  Worthies  of  England  "  as  an  "  Advocate  to  the  King 
of  Heaven,"  and  his  kinsman,  Bruno  Ryves,  the  loyal 
divine  who  wrote  and  suffered  during  the  Grand 
Rebellion :  and  also  the  eighteenth  century  dramatist 
Elizabeth  Ryves,  whose  brave  fight  against  unmerited 
neglect  is  told  with  much  pathos  by  Isaac  D'Israeli 
in  his  "  Calamities  of  Authors." 

Cork  Street, 
April  191 3 


"  In  a  place  of  iveeds  and  thorns^ 
"  As  chill  evening  darkened, 

"  O'er  their  spinning  sang  the  Norns, 
"  /  wept  as  I  hearkened^ 
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A   Sunset 


Into  his  sepulchre  the  sun 
Had  fallen  through  a  flaming  death, 
And  all  the  clouds  in  one  great  breath 
Arose  in  vengeance,  never  one 
But  burned  and  blazed  for  him ;  unfurled 
His  banner  through  the  quaking  air. 
And,  borne  with  pageantry  of  prayer, 
Eve's  oriflamme  foredoomed  the  world. 


O  wasting  flame  of  reckless  wrath, 
Winnowed  by  Poena  in  her  pride, 
Invulnerable,  hungry-eyed. 

Whose  lightning-looks  shake  West  and  North, 

Behold  !  What  purple  pallors  crawl 
Among  your  jubilating  throng. 
For  Death  has  taken  up  the  song, 

He  steals  the  splendour  for  his  pall. 
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A  shudder  hurries  through  the  sky, 
And  all  is  mourning  and  affright, 
For  Glory,  laving  in  the  light, 

Flees  at  the  Heavens'  silent  sigh. 

Is  all  this  flame  and  fever-fire. 

This  rush  of  red  and  ruthless  flood, 
A  travesty  in  rose  and  blood  ? 

The  flower  of  a  funeral  pyre  ? 
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My    Lord's    Ladye 


My  lord's  ladye,  howe'er  she  be, 
She  must  be  fair,  most  fair  to  see- 
A  windflower,  an  anemone. 

Not  saintly  fair,  like  lilied  nun. 
But  with  the  virtue  of  the  sun, 
The  Heaven's  and  earth's  delight  in  one ; 

And  ever  changing,  fair  to  fair, 
With  sweet  distractions  debonair, 
Her  halo  melted  in  her  hair. 

The  past  breathes  through  her  in  a  vein 
Of  purple,  but  it  sounds  a  strain 
More  musical  through  present  gain. 

Her  silks  have  slept  with  lavender 
And  rosemary,  and  where  they  stir, 
The  very  air  is  sweet  with  her. 


My  lord's  ladye  is  proud  indeed, 

"A  fountain  sealed"  to  all  who  plead 

With  soft  looks  sent  to  intercede: 

For  when  she  deems  herself  adored, 
Her  very  smile  becomes  a  sword 
To  keep  her  treasures  for  her  lord. 

My  lord's  ladye  hath  many  a  whim, 
pjut  for  my  lord,  and  but  for  him. 
She  fills  her  chalice  to  the  brim. 

His  smile  is  Israel  restored, 

A  sign,  a  charm, — a  Rahab's  cord. 

My  lady's  lord  !     My  lady's  lord ! 


The    Fellowship    of   Darkness 

(after  a  picture  in  a  dream.) 

Faintly  I  saw  them  falter  past  the  dawn, 
A  fellowship  of  maidens,  grief-allied 
For  vain  love's  sake — an  order  of  the  thorn 
Whose  roses  all  had  died. 


Clad  in  dim  white,  they  crept  as  in  a  trance, 

Each  her  own  way ;  yet  groping  with  a  hand 
White  in  the  dark  to  feel  for  what  perchance 
Might  mutely  understand. 


I  felt  the  strength  of  their  humility, 

The  demon  Envy  fied  away  for  fear. 
The  fair  one  loved  the  fairer  still  than  she, 
For  grief  had  made  her  dear. 
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Night's  blinds  were  drawn  one  silver  arrow's  space, 

That  gave  a  mystic  message  to  the  night, 
And  primrose-like  each  wan  and  wistful  face 
Turned  to  that  hint  of  light. 

I  saw  that  many  hung  their  broken  harps 

On  weeping  willows ;  other  ones  I  found 
^Vho  yearned  above  them  closer;  then  the  sharps 
Sank  to  the  truth  of  sound. 


Some  there  are  loving  shadows  all  the  while, 

Yet  from  the  shadows  leaps  a  silver  star, 
And  all  the  sky  is  shaping  to  a  smile 
Which  trembleth  from  afar. 


And  each  her  symbol  carries  as  she  goes, 

For  some  are  mad  o'er  word  or  leaf  or  stone, 
And  some  are  ravished  o'er  a  mummied  rose, 
Some  o'er  a  thought  alone. 
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I  saw  the  souls  of  the  Beloved-in-Vain — 

'I'hosc    who    knew    all,    and    those    who    knew    not 
aught — 
Each  shone  the  fairer  for  a  far-off  pain 

Breathed  through  a  longing  thought. 

Each  was  encompassed  in  a  roseate  mist, 

And  spirit  hands  moved  nigh,  and  spirit  sighs. 
I  saw  that  each  one  wore  an  amethyst 
Half  hidden  from  his  eyes. 
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Twin-Souls 


We  met  together  long  and  long  ago, 
Ere  balmy  winds  began  to  breathe  and  blow 
Over  the  silent  spaces  of  the  snow. 


We  knew  each  other  in  some  life  obscure, 
Free  as  the  wind,  and  powerful  and  pure 
(Thine  own  eyes  tell  it,  yea,  thy  looks  assure). 


We  lost  each  other  in  some  tranced  lapse, 
Were  smit  asunder  by  Death's  thunder-claps, 
Steeped  in  soul-sleep,  engulphed  in  Memory's  gaps. 


We  found  each  other,  strangers  each  to  each, 
Remembering  nought,  till  Somewhat  came  to  teach 
A  half-forgotten,  strange  and  speechless  speech. 
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W'e  loved  each  other  long  and  long  ago. 
No  dream  alone  hath  told  me  it  is  so — 
It  is  thyself,  and  thou  at  least  should  know. 

Yea,  thou  hast  told  me,  yet  thy  memories 
Know  not,  alas !  are  strangers  to  thine  eyes, 
Forget  the  sweet  old  other  centuries. 

Ah  !  thou  forgettest !     I  do  not  forget ; 

For  twin-souls  rise  together  as  they  set. 

And  thou  shalt  know,  or  wherefore  have  we  met? 

I  may  not  speak  what  thou  thyself  hast  told, 
Calm  and  unconscious,  passionless  and  cold, 
That  I  am  thine  a  thousand  thousandfold. 

I  may  not  breathe  thy  strange  unwritten  name, 
^V^it  in  white  stone,  and  evermore  the  same. 
Burnt  in  the  stone,  and  seared  with  living  flame. 
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We  have  in  Heaven  one  name  upon  one  stone, 
But  here  I  bear  another  name  alone, 
For  thou  forgettest  that  thou  art  my  own. 

O  long,  long  loved !  dawned  once  agaui  in  sight ! 
Forgetful  of  the  lives  behind  the  light, 
Wilt  thou  sink  silent  back  into  the  night? 
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The    Three    Horses 


I    see  three  horses  dhnly  rise 
And  slowly,  slowly  onward  tread, 
O  mortals  !  turn  away  your  eyes ! 
For  one  of  them  is  red. 


Three  silent  horses  through  the  sand 
Are  pressing  on, — can  nought  prevail 

To  turn  them  from  our  happy  land? 
For  one  looms  sickly  pale. 


Three  horses  pacing  o'er  the  plain, 

No  force  in  Heaven  will  drive  them  back ; 

Where'er  they  move,  behold !  a  slain  ! 
And  lo !  the  last  is  black. 
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War,  Famine,  Death  together  ride 
Against  the  blue  and  breathless  sky. 

And  must  we  yield  up  all  our  pride. 
Sit  still  and  wonder  why? 

And  wonder  why  such  things  should  come. 
Why  some  should  stand  and  others  fall? 

Alas !  the  oracles  are  dumb, 
The  cloud  envelops  all. 

Yet  steals  a  sound  upon  the  stone 
That  barricades  our  mortal  ears. 

And  urges  in  an  undertone 
Nought  is  what  it  appears. 

There  is  a  Death  who  gives  his  dead 
No  happy  flight  through  fire  or  steel, 

A  hunger  worse  than  want  of  bread 
Which  some  may  never  feel. 
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There  is  a  soul's  slow  siege  which  gives 
The  glitter  from  its  very  tears, 

The  Hades  of  a  heart  that  lives 
On  smiles  that  stab  like  spears. 


The    Musician    to    His    Organ 


I    come  to  thee,  great  Organ,  wearily 
To  bring  the  thoughts  that  struggle  to  be  free, 
To  thee,  my  outlet,  wearily  to  thee. 


I  cannot  pray,  except  before  this  shrine. 

Thou  art  my  priest,  to  plead  to  the  Divine, 

For  Heaven  will  hear  me  through  this  voice  of  thine 


Thou  hast  the  secrets  of  each  baser  mood, 
Father  Confessor, — and  thy  word  hath  wooed 
The  trembling  good  that  feasteth  on  thy  food. 


"  My  Wings  "  I  call  thee,  for  by  thee  I  climb 

A  little  nearer  unto  the  Sublime, 

A  little  farther  from  tormenting  Time. 


Thou  blowest  from  winds  and  spirits  and  the  sea; 
The  Past  moves  through  thee  in  a  plaintive  key; 
Thy  sweetest  tones  swell  to  Eternity, 


Thou  hast  the  thrill  of  thunder,  and  the  plaints 

Of  wandering  spirits  calling  on  the  saints 

When  the  dark  wind  holds  breath — and  falls  and  faints. 


Thou  call'st  my  Sorrow,  and  she  answereth. 
Lo  !  at  her  coming,  all  thy  breaking  breath 
Heaves  with  the  hope  and  harmony  of  death. 


Thou  breath'st  of  Love, — and  with  a  dawning  fear 
My  sleeping  soul  awaketh  to  revere, 
For,  at  that  Name,  the  holy  Dead  draw  near, 
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Thou  groan'st  of  Love, — and  all  my  spirits  burn, 
For  unto  thee  alone,  great  Soul,  I  turn 
Seeking  the  Love  for  which  I  ever  yearn. 
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The    Soul    to    its    Higher    Self 

Othou  who  gleam'st  with  light  of  mist  and  fire, 
Solely  Myself,  and  yet  thou  art  not  I, 
Who  felt,  unseen,  art  ever  calling  higher, 

The  self  that,  wingless,  feels  for  wings  to  fly. 

0  thou  I  love  not — me  thou  can'st  not  love, 
For  we  are  one — yet  did'st  thou  comfort  me  ; 

1  prayed  for  serpents ;  thou  becam'st  my  Dove 
With  wings  enwound  in  all  Eternity. 

Am  I  thy  Shadow, — thou  my  Sun  or  Star? 

Am  I  thy  word,  and  thou  the  Thought  unspent. 
Vainly  I  seek  to  ask  thee  what  we  are  ; 

Thou  art :    I  feel  thee,  and  must  be  content. 

I  am  the  Question,  thou  the  Answer  whole. 
Thou  the  swift  lightning,  1  the  restless  thunder, 

Thou  keep'st  the  key  and  seal  of  all  my  soul, 
No  force  in  Heaven  could  set  our  lives  asunder. 
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Thou  art  my  Music,    I  the  broken  lyre ; 

And  though  so  faint  thy  spheric  whisper  blows 
It  drowns  my  soul  in  limitless  desire, 

It  wafts  me  upwards  to  the  Self  that  knows. 

Thou  knowest,  my  Dsemon,  and  thou  speakest  ever, 
Crying  through  all  the  winds,  "  Awake  !   awake  !  " 

Giving  to  dreams  the  glory  of  endeavour 

Till  shadows  flee,  and  till  the  day  shall  break. 
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L'Amour 


(KROM   the   FRENCH) 


Tell  me,  my  heart,  my  heart  of  flames, 
What  is  this  love,  this  word  most  sweet  ? 
It  is  one  spirit  and  two  names. 
Two  hearts  that  feel  one  single  beat 


Whence  comes  it,  then,  this  complex  Thing  ? 

O  love  is  here,  yea,  ever  nigh. 
Where  flees  it  when  it  taketh  wing  ? 

It  is  not  love  that  fain  would  fly. 

What  is  the  true  love,  can't  thou  tell  ? 

'Tis  that  which  worketh  underground. 
And  which  is  Love  Unchangeable  ? 

'Tis  that  which  makes  the  slightest  sound. 
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Why  grow  its  riches  never  less  ? 

Because  it  gives  whate'er  befall. 
How  speaks  it  all  its  tenderness? 

Love  loves,  and  does  not  speak  at  all. 
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Sonnet 

The  mourner- winds  about  the  city  go, 
The  wasted  winds  about  our  city  creep — 
Weeping  and  wailing  even  in  their  sleep, 
For  memory  of  a  Wintertide  of  woe. 
The  voice  of  music  in  our  land  is  low. 
Nay  !  From  the  park  a  thrush  has  dared  to  fling 
Its  cry  of  faith,  its  hopeful  creed  of  spring. 
From  wind-washed  streets  the  flowers  we  used  to  know 
Hold  their  changed  faces,  grieved  and  grown  shy 
(The  time-worn  winds  about  the  city  sigh) 
As,  with  a  bow,  we  stiffly  pass  them  by. 
Primroses  !  once  familiarly  dear. 
The  Pandarus  wind  has  tendered  you  a  tear, 
Stept  softly  near,  then  left  you,  faint  with  fear. 

Sprhig,  I  go  I. 
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To  the   Morning   and    Evening  Star 

O  sometime  Star  of  Evening,  thou  hast  fled 
Far  to  the  East,  and  left  the  Eve  alone. 
Mine  eyes  longed  for  thee  through  the  Evening-Red, 

Thy  seat  was  left,  thine  eagle-winged  throne 
Stretching  for  thee;  the  cold  quicksilver  sea 

That  runs  nightlong  grieved  to  the  hearing  sliell. 
It  searched  its  holy  hidden  heart  for  thee 

And  found  thee  not.     Now  Morning's  waking-bell 
Rang  of  thy  beauty,  and  thy  soul  did  wrest. 

Thou  turn'dst  to  court  her  tyranny  of  light. 
The  failure  mist  fled  quivering,  and  the  West 

Paled  to  the  sea,  and  thou  O  Sun  Star  white 
Leav'st  Evening  with  drooped  wing  upon  the  plain 
Awaiting  Heaven  to  hold  the  star  again. 
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A  Sonnet-Sequence — I. 


Alas !    I  love  thee  !    everything  is  known 
With  that  faint  sound  escaping  to  the  air, 
Alas !    I  love  thee !   yet  how  shall  I   dare 
Utter  such  words  above  an  undertone, 
Words  for  the  angels  and  for  me  alone  ; 
Yet  they  have  broken  from  me  in  a  prayer, 
And  once  aroused  are  ringing  everywhere — 
On  every  breeze,  on  every  breath  are  blown. 
In  vain  I  whispered  the  forbidden  word 
In  deepest  darkness  low  upon  my  knee. 
The  very  heights  of  Heaven  have  overheard, 
The  stars  suggest  it  to  the  sleeping  sea. 
And  Hell  itself  with  happiness  is  stirred 
Yea,  all  the  universe,  alas  !    but  thee. 
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A  Sonnet-Sequence — II. 

I  tried,  I  tried  to  put  thee  out  of  sight ; 
Yes,  for  one  moment  I  did  banish  thee  ; 
O  !  then  the  sun  grew  black,  the  heavens  did  flee, 
The   moon  reeled  into  blood,  stars  fled,  the  light 
Was  Not  again,—  Creation  was  unmade, — 
Horrors  of  funeral  darkness  hung  around, 
Fear  chasing  Fear,  and  each  of  them  afraid, 
Hell-fires  of  heaped  flame !  no  form,  no  sound. 
No  sight  but  Death's  !  The  moment  passed  away 
("Let  there  be  thou").     I  saw  no  soul  save  thee; 
There  was  none  else,  nor  had  been,  nor  could  be. 
The  sun  rose  red,  redeeming  all  its  day. 
The  stars  were  singing  in  Eternity ; 
The  moment  cast  itself  into  the  sea. 
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A   Sonnet -Sequence — III. 


We  knew   not  Love,  and  yet  we  looked  for  him, 

Led  by  a  pensive  pale  presentiment ; — 

By  dreams,  divinings, — shapeless  discontent 

That    raved   through    sunsets ; — would    have   cleared 

the  rim 
'Twixt  Heaven  and  Earth, — and  later  dreaming  still 
With  eyes  that  wandered  to  the  ships'  white  wings 
Brought  eager  hopes,  and  timid  questionings, 
Until  the  answer  turned  us  mute  and  chill. 
O  then  we  prayed,  and  cried  to  winds  and  air, 
To  saints  and  spirits, — fasted,  did  confess. 
Wrestled  and  wept  in  balmy  bitterness, — 
O  Love,  how  long  we  waited  in  despair  ! 
The  Spring  grown  old,  and  all  the  Summer  gone. 
Lo  !  Love  was  with  us,  weakly  looking  on. 
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A  Sonnet-Sequence — IV. 

Give  me  the  songs  unsung,  the  words  unspoken 
The  poems  still  unwritten  and  unread. 
Give  me  the  roses  ere  their  hearts  are  broken, 
The  trembling  corn  ere  it  is  turned  to  bread. 
Give  me  the  innocence  of  unborn  faces 
Before  rude  Earth  absorbs  them  for  her  own, 
The  sacred  smiles  that  dawn  in  dreams  alone, 
The  reverence  of  ethereal  embraces. 
O  give  a  latent  love  before  it  rise 
Out  of  the  dreamings  of  the  dormant  heart 
(Ere  the  strange  thing  the  soul  can  recognise 
Blurting  the  truth,  "I  know  thee  who  thou  art"). 
O  !  give  my  life  unlived,  that  every  part 
Might  be  devoted  to  those  dooming  eyes. 
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A   Sonnet-Sequence — V. 

0  Music  draws  thee  ;  holy  Music  wakes 

The  one  white  Thought  that  Ues  asleep  with  thee, 
That  sleeps  awake  like  tide-waves  of  the  sea, 
That  wakes  while  sleeping,  till  sweet  Music  flakes 
Upon  those  tides  her  moonlike  messengers. 
For  when  I  tried  to  dream  the  dream  without 
Thee,  without  thee, — she  rose,  the  rebel  doubt 
Slain  with  a  sound, — I  knew  my  soul  through  hers. 
She  wrings  her  hands  upon  the  wrinkled  shore 
And  weeps,  O  Soul !  when  she  remembers  thee. 
Beautiful  Zion,  becking  her  above ; 
She  speaks  of  thee,  of  thee  for  evermore, 
For  thou  art  all, — to  thee  I  bow  the  knee, 

1  bow  the  knee,  she  speaks  of  very  Love. 
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A  Sonnet-Sequence — VI. 


I  am  a  whim  of  some  wild  dream  of  thine 

A  sound  shaped  out  of  silences  and  sleep, 

A  shadow  drifting  o'er  that  mystic  deep 

Thy  Mind,— and  waiting  for  a  breath  divine 

To  sweep  to  music,  and  to  move  to  forms. 

Yet  thou  art  kind  and  proud  and  would  not  keep 

A  dream-Andromeda  bound  to  the  steep 

Rock  of  thy  will,  unwiUing, — but  the  storms 

And  yawning  dragons  lurk  without  thy  dream, 

Annihilation's  vague  and  dim  abyss. 

The  lapse  somnambulous  of  Lethe's  stream 

And  blurred  Oblivion  with  benumbing  kiss  ; 

Yet  wake.  Beloved  !  if  better  t'were  for  thee, 

Though  when  thou  wakest  I  shall  cease  to  be. 
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Genesis,    Exodus,    Leviticus 

The  world  was  made.     God  saw  it  very  good. 
And   thou  wast  made.      All   men   and  gods  were 
glad, 
And  found  thee  good,  and  not  to  be  withstood. 

The  stars'  allure,  lich  autumn,  golden-clad. 

The  wild  sweet  flowers,  enchantingly  arrayed, 
All  fell  away,  behold  !  the  world  was  bad. 

The  world  was  bad.     I  fled  from  it  afraid, 

I  flew  from  it,  from  God  admiring  it. 
Calling  for  thee,  the  other  thing  God  made. 
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The    Prodigal's    Return    to    Nature 

1  >l    To  thee,  the  child  thou  once  hast  kissed 
And  taken  by  a  bright  allure?" 


"  Can'st  thou  show  me  a  heart  as  pure 
As  Highland  morning  ere  the  mist 
Dies  to  the  world  amid  the  fern  ?  " 

"  Nay.     But  I've  gained  a  clearer  eye 
By  probing  Hellwards.     May  that  pass  ?  " 
There  was  no  answer  he  could  hear. 

"  I've  probed  to  fire,  mother  dear, 
Hath  that  not  purified,  alas  ?  " 
No  mother  answered  tenderly. 
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To    One    Far    Remote 


Thou  art  no  conqueror,  all  things 
^Vere  ever  thine,  the  heavens  allow, 
Why  needest  thou  the  signs  of  kings? 
Thou'rt  king  enough  that  thou  art  thou. 


Thou  mockest  passing  destinies, 

Yet  dear  thy  frown,  and  sweet  thy  scorn. 
The  very  arrows  of  thine  eyes 

Heal  the  great  wounds  themselves  have  torn. 


I  will  not  swear  for  thee  to  die. 

Why  should  my  dying  bring  thee  gain  ? 
'Twere  far  too  sweet  for  such  as  I 

To  win  such  Privilege  of  Pain. 
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I  may  not  live  for  thee,  yet  still 

The  thing  that  neither  lives  nor  dies 

Is  bound  for  ever  to  thy  will, 

Doomed  by  thy  deep  Eternal  eyes. 
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An    Early    Death 


Into  the  eloquence  of  Death 
She  rose  ;  received  his  heavy  seal 
And  offered  up  her  lease  of  breath. 

O  ne'er  before  with  such  appeal 
Her  life  had  spoke  !  till  now  remote, 

Raised  from  the  struggle  to  be  strong 
Kind  Death  has  been  a  leading-note 
To  urge  the  uprisal  of  her  song. 


O  had  her  life  been  left  alone 

How  calmly  coldly  had  it  spoke ! 
Now,  with  a  glory  of  its  own, 

And  Death  her  only  Master-stroke. 
He  met  her  with  a  grand  surprise. 

The  spirit  of  a  long-sought  smile, 
He  wiped  the  tear-drops  from  her  eyes 

And  bid  her,  "Come,  refresh,  awhile." 
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Wild    Doves 


To  tree-tops  brown  and  bare  by  day 
The  Eve  had  brought  a  winged  bloom; 
Wild  doves  were  wafting  through  the  gloom, 
And  sinking  like  a  cloud  of  may. 


By  day  her  sweet  possession  flies, 
But  Evening  with  her  Avood-dove  wings 
Sweepeth  the  spirit-blossomings 

From  orchards  of  the  Paradise. 


When  Morning  cometh  to  unwreathe 
The  mist-like  messengers  they  wind 
High  heavenward — leaving  one  behind 

Whose  secret  name  she  may  not  breathe. 
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Church    Twilight 


S 


pray  of  the  sea,  sad  autumn-stricken  leaf, 
Wings  of  the  wind  that  wrestle  with  a  grief- 
I  am  you !  I  am  you  ! 


Breath  of  the  ardent  and  aspiring  flame, 
Spark  of  the  light  that  knows  not  noun  or  name- 
Am  I  you  ?     Am  I  you  ? 


O  form  of  stone  in  yonder  dim  recess, 
Conceived  of  lilies  and  of  loneliness. 
Hushed  and  calm,  cold,  chaste  and  passionless. 
Would  I  were  you  ! 
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The    Death    of  a    Poet 

Wilt  thou  not  leave  the  poets  and  the  dreamers 
Thou  with  the  sickle  stained  with  holy  blood? 
Hath  not  our  sad  earth  need  of  its  redeemers? 
Yet  hast  thou  swept  our  treasures  to  the  flood. 

May  not  the  earth  be  spared  a  flame  of  fire 

Out  of  the  heavens  whose  heat  is  seven  times  hot? 

May  we  not  keep  one  prince  within  our  Tyre, 
Our  "  crowning  city  "  now,  alas  !  forgot  ?    • 

Nay,  Heaven  reclaims,  tho'  he  and  Heaven  ne'er  parted, 
For  Beauty  waits  (no  longer  in  disguise) ; 

She  has  for  him,  the  true,  the  tender-hearted, 
A  look  of  love  that  he  will  recognise. 

Why  do  we  ask  to  keep  him  in  a  prison? 

He  would  be  free ;  and  feel  his  dream  come  true. 
He  would  aspire,  and  like  the  Sun  new-risen, 

Flash  out  his  fire  unto  the  dreaming  dew. 
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When  o'er  the  woods  religious  Silence  calls 

As  if  a  Sanctus-bell  had  rung  above, 
And  bowed  the  trees,  and  chastened   music   falls 

From  pine  to  pine,   ensupplicating   Love, 

Then,  to  the  winds,  and  to  the  mists  of  morning, 
To  waves  of  woodlands,  hushed  and  holding  breath, 

Unto  the  patience  of  a  primrose  Dawning 

Still  shall  he  speak,  but  not  a  word  of  Death. 
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To    a    Gnat 


Lost  string  from  heavenly  orchestra, 
Breath  of  ineffable  fair  things, 
Whispering  upon  an  insect's  wings. 
Faint  from  the  infinitely  far, 
The  solo  of  a  silver  star. 


You  passed  my  ear.     I  vaguely  stirred. 
Some  subtle  chord  in  me  awoke, 
Unutterable  Evening  broke 
To  fairy  music ;  that  I  heard 
Roamed  far  above  the  reach  of  word. 


Repass  my  way,  O  sweet  strayed  sigh 
From  lingering  Eve's  enchanted  dream, 
By  twilit  flowers'  remotest  gleam. 

You  have  fallen  from  Eternity 

As  I  have  fallen,  also  I. 
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Pale  spirits,  steeped  in  holy  dew 

Rise  to  your  errant  violin. 

They  shape  a  child,  who  once  within 
A  chamber  veiled  in  dying  blue 
Yearned  unto  you,  grey  gnat,  to  you. 

O  momentary,  frail  entity  ! 

You  hint  of  what  hath  no  Before. 

But  somewhat  came  to  close  a  door 
And  left  you  whispered  in  the  sky, 
You  fragment  of  a  mystery. 
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Wind    Song 


To  all  thy  soft  South  tenderness 
Thou  Ruffler  of  the  Rose  moonlit 
As  to  a  light  hand  shadowless, 


I  hold  my  brow,  wave  thou  o'er  it. 

Thou  shapeless  spirit  seeking  form 
Among  the  shadows  interknit. 


O  ghostly  lover  !     Earth  is  warm 

And  rich  the  characters  of  flowers 
Thou  rousest  with  thy  soul  of  storm. 


Seize  hints  from  rose  lips  of  the  bowers, 

Take  folds  of  tender  symmetry, 
Steal  silver  from  the  dreaming  hours, 
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To  mould  to  speech,  and  speak  to  me, 

And  speak  to  me !  O  lover-wind ! 
Who  have  no  other  love  save  thee. 
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Crepuscule 


The  Sharon  rose  is  not  more  desolate. 
Not  more  alone  the  dove  that  mourns  a  mate, 
Not  more  aloof  the  sorrow  of  the  great. 

O  wraith  of  day !  thy  body  thou  hast  quit, 
But  o'er  thy  form  a  phantom-thought  doth  sit, 
And  clothes  itself  in  memory  of  it. 

The  patient  spirit,  pale  and  unexpressed, 
Seeking  for  rest,  can  find  not  any  rest. 
Feeling  its  heart-beats  falter  in  the  breast, 

Watching  the  hues  fade  slowly  from  its  cheek. 
It  looks  for  words,  but  vainly  tries  to  speak. 
Seeks  for  a  sign,  but  ah  !  how  far  to  seek  ! 

Thou  great  high-priest  who  sits  to  intercede 
'Twixt  Day  and  Night;   I  see  thy  footsteps  bleed 
Out  in  the  West,  beyond  the  bruised  reed. 
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I  knew,  I  knew  thee  by  those  stains  of  red, 
O  thou  not  living,  and  thou  not  yet  dead. 
Who  art  so  widowed,  yet  wert  never  wed. 

The  infant  stars  thou  hast  kept  half  hid  away 
Thou  callcd'st  Regret.     I  heard  her  answer,  Yea, 
She  rose  in  grey,  from  fires  of  yesterday. 
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Strangers    upon    Earth 

They  come  but  half  remembering 
And  half  forgetting  do  they  come. 
They  long  for  words  :  their  lips  are  numb. 
They  strive  for  sound :  and  cannot  sing. 


And  dripping  from  a  dreamy  deep, 
All  tremulous  with  pearls  and  tears 
AVith  many  voices  in  their  ears 

They  come,  half  waking,  half  asleep. 


They  sigh  because  the  mount  is  steep, 
Because  the  barren  earth  is  hot. 
They  thirst  for  things  they  have  forgot. 

Their  sight  is  dim  because  they  weep. 
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Remembering  I  know  not  what, 

Save  that  we  met,  I  know  not  where, 
Or  in  what  earth,  or  in  what  air 

I  come  :  but  thou  hast  all  forgot. 
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West   Wind 

From  purples  of  its  cloudy  lair 
The  wind  came  walking  o'er  the  seas. 
Its  coming  made  a  tremor  :  trees 
AVere  moved,  and  gave  themselves  to  Air. 


I  asked  the  wind  for  tidings  glad  ; 
It  answered  nothing  save  a  sigh. 


But  where  it  goeth  silent  shod 

To  meet  the  rising  of  the  day, 

Flowers  cross  themselves,  and  Eastward  sway, 
All  whispering  "  I  believe  in  God." 


I  asked  the  wind  for  tidings  good ; 
Its  only  answer  was  a  cry. 
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Song 

Soul  of  my  Song,  why  art  thou  ever  sleeping? 
Wilt  thou  not  waken  at  my  inner  weeping? 
Are  they  not  thine  the  pearls  that  I  am  reaping, 
Soul  of  my  song? 

Soul  of  my  soul,  why  did  we  leave  the  spaces 
Of  lives  whose  treasures  left  no  earthly  traces 
Save  the  strange  secret  found  upon  our  faces. 
Soul  of  my  soul  ? 
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The    Moth   and    the    Flame 

"    A   way!  wild  wings  to  dusky  night, 
.^~\.     Thou  art  but  rushing  to  thy  doom. 
Back  to  the  glamours  of  the  gloom — 
Are  not  the  glow-worms  all  alight?" 

"The  glow-worms  glitter  in  the  wood, 
And  fireflies  flash,  and  stars  untold 
Blaze  up  above,  but  all  are  cold 

Save  thee,  who  canst  not  be  withstood. 

"Thou  draw'st  me  onward,  and  I  fly 
Escaped  from  the  alluring  breath 
Of  love-lorn  winds,  to  thee — to  Death — 

And  Death,  indeed,  before  I  die." 

"  Cease !  foolish  spirit,  and  depart  ! 

I  never  called  thee  to  come. 

Among  the  shadows  there  are  some 
Who  seek  thee  sorrowful  of  heart. 
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"  Why  shakcst  thou  thy  golden  dust 
'I'o  nic,  who  cannot  yield  one  spark, 
Return  !  the  Voices  of  the  Dark 

Invoke  thee,  grieving  on  the  gust." 

"  Farewell  !  O  Flame  !  one  more  wild  flight. 

A  flash  !  a  flutter  !  thou  art  free. 

My  spirit  shall  not  trouble  thee. 
But  Death  will  waft  me  out  of  sight." 


57 


Song  :    ''  Not   Worldly    Kingdoms  " 

Not  worldly  kingdoms  and  their  majesty 
I  need  of  thee, 
Not  purest  pearls,  the  poems  of  the  sea, 

I  plead  of  thee ; 
And  not  the  relic  of  a  rose  to  crush 

Between  words  mersed  in  memory  of  thee, 
No  ;  not  a  smile  preshadowed  by  a  rush 

Of  quick  dream-lightning  quivering  from  thee. 
Not  these,  alas !     I  only  crave  a  blush, 
One  blush  from  thee. 
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Evening 


O   Evening  I  how  reluctant  comest  thou 
To  take  the  place  of  day ! 
Thou  dark-haired  Evening  with  the  gleaming  brow 

And  eyes  that  seem  to  pray. 
Eyes  deep  with  tender  tears  and  soft  and  grey 
And  mazy  locks  wherewith  the  breezes  play. 


Thou  art  the  sprinkler  of  the  sunset-dews ; 

Thou  set'st  the  stars  ablaze ; 
\yithin  thy  light  do  dreamy  maidens  muse 

Of  lovers'  latest  praise, 
And  in  thy  silence  men  remember  lays 
Of  innocence  they  learnt  in  childhood's  days. 


Yet  short  thy  reign  !  for  Night  draws  on  apace 
And  thou  must  flee  from  him, 
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And  haste  away  with  pale  and  patient  face 

Over  the  mountain-rim 
With  form  that  grows  more  shadowy  and  dim, 
Leaving  the  echo  of  a  low-toned  hymn. 
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Obstinacy 


Tu  Peiiteuds  ijiiand  on  tc  park,  cl  lu  nc  reponds  qiCa  hii. — 

La   PRlSOMtRE. 


The  vain  recurrence  of  the  tide, 
The  searching  question  of  the  sea 
Called  out  to  her  perpetually ; 
To  him  alone  her  soul  replied. 


The  storms  that  raved  across  the  wide 
Dark  woods  went  shrieking  for  her  aid, 
Pale  flowers  were  pleading,  half  afraid. 

To  him  alone  her  soul  replied. 


"I  am  pure,  I  am  pure,"  the  Evening  cried, 
While  mountain-tops  in  maiden-snow 
Becked,  blushing,  through  the  afterglow. 

To  him  alone  her  soul  replied. 
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And  Fame  came  seeking  for  a  bride, 
With  Time,  who  mocked  Eternity, 
And  Life,  even  Love,  on  bended  knee. 

To  him  alone  her  soul  replied. 
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BY  THE  SAME   WRITER 
EREBUS 

Medium  i6mo.  Cloth,  ix.  dd.  net;  wrapper^  is.  net 

SOME  PRESS  OPINIONS 

"  She  has  the  rare  gift  of  appealing  at  once  to  the  emotions, 
the  intellect,  and  the  sublimer  and  more  mystic  side  of  human 
experience,  without  descending  into  sickly  sentimentality  or  be- 
coming involved  in  metaphysical  obscurity.  .  .  .  Miss  Rynes  has, 
in  all  her  work,  attained  without  apparent  effort  harmony  between 
idea  and  form — an  ideal  whose  achievement  constitutes  one  of  the 
poet's  greatest  difficulties,  and  is  in  itself  the  hall-mark  of  poetic 
genius. " — Staffordshire  Advertiser. 

"  All  that  is  merely  fantastic  in  symbolism  has  been  here  trans- 
formed into  the  vital  warmth  of  mysticism.  .  .  .  There  is  a  cer- 
tainty of  vision  which  has  already  here  and  there  given  definite 
form  to  the  passionate  secrets  of  Nature,  as  in  the  sonnet  to  the 
Morning  and  Evening  Star.  There  is  an  acuteness  of  hearing 
which  catches  in  all  common  sounds  hints  of  a  music  that  has  had 
no  beginning,  '  faint  from  the  infinitely  far,'  as  in  the  poem  'To 
a  Gnat. '  There  is  an  exquisite  fancy  and  a  consummate  grace  and 
ease  of  expression,  as  in  the  description  of  'My  Lord's  Ladye.' 
...  It  is  something  felt,  and  breathing  close  upon  us  the  white 
heat  of  feeling.  It  is  not  often  that  poetry  gives  us  so  much  to- 
day."— Daily  News. 

"Musical  in  setting,  and  stately  in  its  pageantry  of  fine 
thought. " — Daily  News. 

"  This  little  book  of  verse  is  a  veritable  oasis  in  the  desert  of 
modern  minor  poetry.  .  .  .  She  has  got  something  of  the  secret 


of  the  great  poets  in  saying  things  as  if  they  had  never  been  said 
before,  as  if  they  never  needed  to  be  said  again.  And  she  has 
got,  too,  that  other  secret  of  the  packed  phrase.  ...  It  is  not 
merely  in  her  power  of  vigorous,  easy,  condensed  and  unique 
phrase  that  Miss  Rynes  proves  herself  a  genuine  poet.  .  .  . 
Poetical  imagination  has  surely  seldom  so  successfully  fused 
accurate  observation  a  true  feeling  in  a  nature-picture  ...  in- 
timate blending  of  tender  human  feeling  with  delicate  observa- 
tion of  the  minutest  aspects  of  natural  life.  ...  a  poet  dowered 
with  the  greatest  of  poetic  gifts.  One  may  be  forgiven  for  having 
extravagant  hopes  of  a  poet  through  whose  work  already  runs 
and  flashes  the  elusive  fire  of  genius." 

"  A  very  small  book  but  of  excellent  quality." — Light. 


BY  THE  SAME   WRITER 
LYRICS 

By  the  Author  of  *'  Erebus." 

Royal  i6mo.     2S.  6d.  net 

"The  author  of  '  Lyrics'  is,  of  all  our  list,  the  most  inspired, 
the  most  original.  With  him,  more  than  with  any  other,  we  feel 
that  such  a  word  or  line  was  inevitable.  He  is  as  sparing  of  words 
as  some  of  our  poets  are  lavish ;  but  the  content  of  each  minute 
poem  is  great — not  because  the  lines  are  packed  with  thought, 


but  because  three  words  rightly  used  can  make,  not  a  sentence 
but  a  star.  .  .  .  Delicate  and  daring  fancies  .  .  .  ,  a  genuine 
and  original  love  of  nature,  vivid  and  unusual  ideas,  give  these 
little  poems  a  high  quality." — The  Times'  Literary  Supplement. 

"This  volume  is  full  of  good  stuff:  strong,  vigorous,  often  rash, 
but  gentle  and  always  with  a  meaning." — Oxford  Magazine. 

"Some  few  years  ago  we  won  some  real  enjoyment  from  a 
little  book  called  '  Erebus.'  '  Lyrics,'  by  the  author  of  Erebus,' 
a  volume  equally  small,  equally  delicate  and  more  mature.  .  .  . 
These  lyrics  are  not  monotonous,  but  varied,  to  an  extent  that 
surprises,  both  in  metres  and  in  subjects.  .  .  .  the  author  shows 
herself  capable  of  purposeful  metrical  wavering,  which  is  very 
difficult  to  accomplish  without  harshness,  and,  at  the  right  time, 
full  of  possibilities  of  evoking  emotion." — The  Academy. 

"Thoughtful,  keen  cut  and  picturesque." — Light. 

"  Nature  is  represented  by  the  poet  with  a  minute  and  patient 
accuracy. " — Ptiblishers'  Circular. 

"There  is  a  haunting  charm  in  these  lyrics  which  display  real 
creative  power  and  great  richness  of  imagination.  Through  them 
run  a  glow  of  colour  and  a  vein  of  mystic  imagery,  which  stimu- 
lates and  excites  attention." — Daily  Herald. 
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